SLEEPY HOLLOW
ONE would have noticed it, I think, even without the
inscription- For a large picture of the Taj Mahal is notice-
able almost anywhere. But when it is rather more than a
foot in width and runs clear across the entire page of a news-
paper, it can scarcely be avoided. Besides, the letterpress
had seen to that. " THE TAJ MAHAL," it cried in capitals
that were almost audible, " COMES TO CHICAGO," adding in
helpful parenthesis, "The World-famed Mausoleum at
Agra, India/' A note in the top corner, among the minarets,
supplied the further information that it was " The Most
Glorious Structure of the Ages."
I was quite plainly in the presence of no ordinary an-
nouncement. So much, at least, was clear from the highly
unusual accompaniment of some blank verse by Sir Edwin
Arnold, which filled another quarter of the sky above the
Taj, There were nineteen lines of it; and as my previous
acquaintance with this gifted writer was lamentably im-
perfect, I read them all. A little sensual, it seemed to me,
There was a passage about
" the curves and shades
Of the white breasts of her it celebrates,"
which, I feared, would not be permitted to come to Chicago
with the rest of the building. But below this perilous
excursion into the realm of letters we were on solid ground
again. For a plain sentence stated in simple prose that
" Here, on the inth Street Highway this great Temple will
stand, alone in its beauty and symmetry/' A sudden fear
shot through me. Had the Government of India, in some
moment of unparalleled enterprise or inadvertence, really
sold the Taj ? After all, transactions of the kind were not
unknown; and even governments may yield to temptation.
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